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fear, built with the terrifying precision and orderliness
of death, fastened with cold as with an inviolate jewel,
and there Silence is established, and Death is God.
What was the splendour of Lepanto or the ruin of the
Armada to him who had become the spirit of all this ?
It is founded upon the flowers, and its stones are locked
with the dust of men. The mountains do not dwarf it
or annihilate it as they would do any other palace or
cathedral built among them. For it is, as it were, their
monument, since they alone of natural things are the
eternal enemy of life; starving it with cold, maddening
it with solitude, mocking it with stones ; for in the utter-
most part of the sea some ship has flown a sail, some
bird has kissed the waters, and all the deserts blossom in
the spring, but the mountains know no life, they have
soared so far that none may abide the height, the rare-
ness, and the silence so near to God. Only immortal
things lost in the shadowless light surround them always
where God has annihilated all things in Himself. And
so it is as the tomb of Humanity that the Escorial stands
there among the mountains; within, everything is immortal
in Death. No spring or summer, autumn or winter, in
their beauty and their pride move through those immense
corridors, only some God passes, jealous of all things
that he has not immortalised with his icy touch. For
there are no seasons there, nor decay nor refreshment ;
only the immense weariness, the perfect sterility of im-
mortality. A thousand chambers do not sum its dwell-
ings, yet it has but one inhabitant, Death, whose basilisk
eye forces us all to our knees while he kisses us with his
cold, immortal lips. Of that communion all must partake
and eat the white wafer of immortality. And therein is
the apotheosis of the Saints, the satisfaction of the last
curiosity. For this they have longed and suffered every
violation, and contemned themselves so sore ; for this they